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out for a while.  I want to talk to mother alone. . .
they gone ? " she asked, without opening her eyes.
" Yes."
" Father hasn't come back yet ? "
" He'll be back soon. Are you feeling worse then ? "
" No ;  it doesn't matter. . . . This is what I wanted tcT
say. . . . Mother, Fm going to die soon.   I can feel it in
my heart.  I've lost so much blood, it's terrible ! Tell Daria
when she lights the stove to put on plenty of water. . . .
You wash me yourselves ; I don't want strange . . ."
" Natalia ! Cross yourself, darling! What are you
talking about death for ? God is merciful; you'll get
better."
With a feeble gesture Natalia asked her mother-in-law to
be silent, and said :
" Don't interrupt me. . . . It's already hard enough for
me to talk, and I want to say . . . My head's swimming
again. . . . Have I told you about the water ?  But I must
be strong. . . . Kapitonovna did it quite early, as soon as
I  arrived  after  supper. . . . She  was  terrified  at  what
happened, poor woman.   I lost an awful lot of blood. . . .
If only I can live till morning. . . . Put on a lot of water.
I want to be clean when I die. . . . Mother, dress me in
my green skirt, the one with the embroidery around** the
edges.   Grishka liked me in that one. . . . And my poplin
jacket . . . it's in the chest at the top, in the right-hand
corner, just under a shawl. . . . And when I die, they're
to carry me to our people. . . . You might send for mother ;
let her come at once. ... I must say good-bye to her. G^"
the sheet from under me.  It's all wet. . . ."
Raising Natalia with one arm behind her back, Ilinichna
drew away the sheet, and somehow managed to tuck
another under her. With an effort Natalia whispered:
"Turn me over . . . on my side." And she lost conscious-
ness.
The dove-grey dawn peered in at the window. Dunia
washed a bucket, and went out into the yard to milk the
cows, Ilinichna threw the window wide open, and the best
room, heavy with the scent of fresh blood, the smell of burn
paraffin, was freshened with the sharp, cheering chill of the
Dimmer morning. The wind swept the tear-drops of dew
off the cherry leaves lying on the outside window ledge ;